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know. If ever you're hard up for a subject for a play, I'll tell you tons of
things about what's happening all round me. Men leaving their wives
because these aren't up to standard, what they dreamt about and wives
keeping quiet about their love affairs.Women wanting to go on gallivant-
ing just as they did while their men were abroad. Oh, yes!"
G.B.S. looked quizzically at her.
"Tell me, what made you write to me?"
"I write to anybody whose name's in the papers. It's my hobby.
Some go to first nights of a play and howl themselves hoarse at any cele-
brity. I started it when I was in a nursing home and I've gone on since.
I get to know all sorts I'd never know. What's the harm?"
She looked at the Rodin bust. "Is that you?" she asked, but without
waiting for an answer she said: "It's not much like you. You've got a
lovely head. It reminds me of my father. He was the image of you, might
have been a twin brother. Not so old, perhaps; he was seventy-eight
when he died. Poor man."
Here then was the first messenger of peace.
"If we don't go for a walk," G.B.S. pleaded, when the waiting
taxi hurried her off at last, "I'll die on the spot."
"She went to a lot of expense to see you," I said. "She had a perm
and a face lift and probably bought a new dress and wasted all her
coupons."
"What on earth do they do it for? I suppose I should have made an.
effort to please her."
G.B.S. was thoughtful.
"She wasn't at all bad-looking," he said, "in fact, quite good-looking."